d'Italia \ and bitterly resenting on her behalf the persecution
of The Well of Loneliness by her own country, he sent it
to her 'honoris causa .
John wept for him when she heard he was dead.
Merano... that was where we took Evguenia the second
winter after she fell ill. She had hated Grasse after a momen-
tary admiration of its beauty, and indeed, except for such
people as John and myself who, so long as we had books and
each other could never know boredom, there wasn't much
to do there or much variety, especially as she was debarred
from long walks or excursions.
But when Evguenia was unhappy she was turbulent and
so when another winter was looming ahead, after a summer
spent at Trois Epis in pious Alsace, among the wayside
crucifixes, the Hans Andersen villages and the storks, we
cast about for somewhere to go which would combine a
good climate with some measure of distraction. At first
we made arrangements to go to Pan, but news of the civil
war in Spain became disquieting. In those days the idea of
aejial warfare on the frontier and possibly extending into
our vicinity seemed as strange as it was unpleasant, especi-
ally with a semi-invalid to be considered, and racking our
brains for a suitable alternative we remembered Mickie
Jacob at Sirmione and her glowing account of Merano.
We arrived there, I remember, late on a November
afternoon, after a chilly night spent at Verona and a cold
and uncomfortable journey, and we drove from the station
to the hotel through what seemed to be a particularly unat-
tractive modern Italian town and in spite of some beautiful
mountains in the distance, we began to wonder why we
had come. The next day, however, when Evguenia was
resting, John and I set out to explore and very soon we
discovered the old Merano.
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